
Troy lus and Crefsida . 


Vlif. Neuer’s my day, and then a kifie of you. 
j Diom. Lady a word, lie bring you to your Father. 
Nefl. A woman of quicke fence. 

Vlif Fic, fie,vpon her; 

Ther’s a language in her eye, her cheek e,her lip; 

Nay,her footc fpeakcs,her wanton fpirites looke out 
At cuery ioynt,and motiue of her body: 

Oh thefc encounterers fo glib of tongue. 

That giue a coafting welcome etc it comes; 

And wide vnclafpe the tables of their thoughts. 

To cuery tickling reader: fet them downe, 

For (luttifh fpoylcs ofoppormnitic; 

And daughters of the game. Exennt. 

Enter all of Troy , Heitor , Paris , tAlneas, Hclenus 
and Attendants, Florifh. 

All. TheTroiansTrumpet. 

Aga. Yonder comes the troope. 

*s£nc. Haile all you ftatc ofGreece: whatfhalbe done 
To him that victory commands ? or doe you purpofe, 

A vidtor (hall beknowne : will you the Knights 
Shall tothecdgcofall cxtremitie 
Purfue each other, or {hall be diuided 
By any voyce,or order of the field : Hellor bad 3 ske ? 
Aga. Which way would Hector haue it ? 
fy£nc. He cares not, heelc obey conditions. 

Aga. Tis done like Hellor, but fecurely done, 

A little proudly, and great deale difprifing 
The Knight ©ppos’a. 

ty£ne. If not Achilles fir, what is your name ? 

Achtl . If not Achilles, nothing. 
tAZne. Therefore Achilles: but what cre,know this. 

In the extremity of great and little : 

Valour and pride excell themfelUes in Heitor; 
Theonealmoft as infinire as a/I; 

The other blanke as nothing: weigh him well: 

And that which lookes like pride, is curtefie : 

This Aiax is halfe made of Hectors blond; 

In louc whereof, halfe Heitor ftaies at home: 

Halfe hcartjhalfc hand, halfe Hellor ,comes to fecke 
This blended Knight,halfe Troian, and halfe Greckc. 
Achtl. A maiden battaile then.^O I pcrcciue you. 
Aga. Here is fi fftDtomedi goc gentle Knight, 

Stand by our Aiax : 3syou and Loid ^£neas 
Confent vpon the order of their fight, 

So be it: either to the vttermoft, 

Or die a breach: the Combatants being kin, 

Halfe flints their ftrife, before their flrokes begin. 

Vlif They aie oppos’d already. 

Aga . What Troian is that fame that lookes fohcauy? 
Vlif The yongeft Sonne otPriam \ 

A true Knight; they call him Troy lus ; 

\ Not yet mature, yet matchle(fc,firme of word, 
j Speaking in deedes, anddeedeleflein his tongue; 

I Not foone ptouok’c, nor being prouok’t,foone calm’d ; 

! His heart and hand both operand both free : 

, For what he has, he glues; what thinkea,hc fhewes; 

: Yet giues he not till judgement guide his bounty, 

: Nor dignifies an impaire thought with breath: 

! Manly as Heftor, but more dangerous; 

For Heitor in his blaze of wrath fubfenbes 
| To tender obiedb ; but he,in hcatc ofa&ion, 
j Is morcvindecntitiethemealousloue. 

• They call him Treylus ; and on him ere#, 

| A fecond hope, as fairely built as Hellor . 
j Thus faies tALneas, one that knowes the youths 
Euen to his inches: and with priuatefoule. 



Al * run, 


Did in great Illion thus tranflate hitn^T 
Ag*. They are inaftion. | 

Neft. Now Aiax hold thine owne. 

Troy. Hector, thou fleep'ft, awake ihce. 

Aga. His biowes are weldifposd there >j 
Dion. Youmuftnomore. trSp ets 

Princes enough, fopieafeyou. 

Aia. I amnoc warmeyec,letYsfiph^. ln „• 

I>A»». As Hettor pleafes. 8 aga,nc ' 

Heel. Why then will I no more: 

Thou art great Lord,my Father sfifters Sonne- 
A couicn gerroan to great Priams feede: * 

The obligation of our bloud forbids 
A goric emulation ’twixt vs twaine: 

Were thycommixioi^Greekeand Troian fo 
That thou could’ft fay, this hand is Grecian ail 
And this isTroian: tbefinewes of this Le? ec * 

All Greeke, end this all Troy: my Mother!bloud 
Runs on the dexter cheeke,and this finifter 
Bounds in my fathers : by Ioue multipotent 
Thou fhould’ft not beare from me a Greekifli m. i 
Wherein my fword had not imprcfl'ure made 
Of our ranke feud : but the iuft gods o a j n f ay 
That any drop thou borrwdfl from thy mother 
My facred Aunt, fhould by my morta'.l Sword * 

Be drained. Let me embrace thee^v 
By him that thunders, thou haft luftie Armes • 

Hector would haue them fall vpon him thus. * 

Cozen, all honor to thee. 

Ata. I thanke thee Hellor: 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man: 

I came to kill thee Cozen, and beare hence 
A great addition,earned in thy death. 

Hell . Not Neoytolymm fo mirable, 

On whole bright crefl,famc with her lowd'ft (0 
Cries,This u he; could’ft promife to himfclfc, 

A thought ot added honor, tornefrom Heitor. 

xst^T J hcre is cx P c ^ ance here from both the Tides. 
What further you will doe? 

Hell # Weele arijfwere it: 

The iffuc is embracemenc: sltax, farewell. 

Ata. if I might in entreaties findc fucceffe, 

As icld 1 haue the chance; 1 would defirc 
My famous Coufin to our Grecian Tents. 

Diom. Tis Agamemnon* wifh,and great Achilles 
Doth long to fee vnarm’d the valiant Hellor . 

Held. ssEneas : czll my brother Troy lus to me: 

And hgnifie th is louing enterview 
To the expedlers of our Troian part: 

Defire them home. Giue me thy hand,my Coufin: 

I will goc ^ate vvith thee, and fee your Knights. 

Enter Agamemnon and the reft. 

Aia. Great Agamemnon comes to mcetevshcre. 
Hell. .? he worthiefl ofthem^teK me name by name: 
But for Achilles , mine owne ferching eyes 
Shall findc him by his large and portly fize. 

Aga . Worthy of Armes: as welcome as to one : 

That would be rid of fuch an encmie. 

But that's no welcome: vnderfhnd more cleere 
Wh3t’s paft,aud what’s to corners flrew’d with huskes, 

A nd formeldTe ruine ofobliuion : 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain’d purely from all hollow bias drawing: 

Bids thee with moft diuine integritie, 

From heart of very hearr, great Heitor welcome# 

Htll. I thanke thee moft imperious tAvawemnon. 
_ Aga . My 


Troy lus and Crejsida . 


'^Tuv well-fam’d Lord of Troy, no leffc to you. 
um Let tot confirm* my. Princely brothers greeting, 
„ ", ht-ace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 

Who mu ft we anfwer? 

The Noble Menelaw. 

‘o you my Lord.by Mars his gauntlet thanks, 

./.dkenoi,’*” 1 d ' ,,ntr;idc ‘ i ° alh l„ 

Wife r««te« mil by Vint ,Glouc 

\ s well, but bad me not commend her to you. 

Sb ^ fj 3 me her not now fir,fhe s a deadly Theame. 

Udl. Opardon, I offend. 

Ue { t i haue (thou gallant Troyan) feene thee oft 
r Knurine for defliny, make crucll way 

Through ranJcc* ofGrcekift youth: and I haue feen thee 

Is hot as Per feus, fpurre thy Phrygian Steed, 

* a ieene thee fcorning forfeits and fnbduments, 

\Vbcn thou haft hung thy aduanccd fword i'th'ayrc, 

Not letting it decline, on the declined : 

Th 3 t I haue Caid vnto my ftanders by, 

Toelupiter is yonder,dealing life. 

And I haue fecne thee paufe, and take thy breath, 

When that a ring of Greekes haue hetn’d thcc in, 

Like an Olympian wreftling. This haue I feenc, 

Bacthis thy countenance (ftill loekt in flcele) 

I neucr law till now. 1 knew thy Grandfirc, 

And once fought with him ; he was a Souldier good, 
Bntby great Mars, the Captaine of vs all, 

Neuer like thee. Let an oldman embrace rhec, 

And (worthy Warriour) welcome to our Tents. 
z/Ene, Tis the old Neftor. 

Heft. Let me embrace thee good old Chronicle, 

That haft fo long walk’d hand in hand with time: 

Moft rcuerend Neftor, I am gladtoclafpc thee. 

AW would my armes could match thee in contention 
As they contend with thee in courccfie. 

Bell. I would they could. 

Heft. Ha? by this white beard Tld fight with thcc to 
morrow. VVelhwelcom,welcome : I haue fecn the time. 

Vlyf. I wonder now,how vender City ftands, 

When wc hauchcere her Bafe and pillar by ys. 

Hell. I know your fauour Lord Vljffes well. 

Ah(ir, there’s many a Greckc and Troyan dead* 

Sincefirft I faw your felfe, a ndDtowed 
In Illion, on your Greeki (b Embaffie. 

Vlyf Sir, I foretold you then what would enfue, 

My prophefie is buc halfe his iourney yet; 

For yonder wals that pertly front your Townc, 

Yond Towers, whofe wanton tops do bufle the doud», 
Muft kifle their owne feet. 

Hell. I muft notbelccueyou : 

There they ftand yet: and modeftly I thinke. 

The fall of cuery Phrygian ftone will ccft 
A drop of Grecian blood : the end crownes all. 

And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 

Will one day end it. 

Vlyf So to him welcaucir. 

Moft gentle, and moft valiant Hector, welcome; 

After the Generali, I befeech you next 
To Feaft with me, and fee me at my Tent. 

^ Achil. I (hall forcftall thee Lord Tlyjfes, thou: 

Now Hellor 1 haue fed mine eyes on thee,* 

1 haue with exadt view perus’d thee Hellor , 

And quoted ioynt by ioync. 

Hed, Isr this Achilles ? 

Achil. I am Achilles. 

Hell. Stand faire I prythee, let me looke on thee. 


Achil. Behold thy fill. .‘rnr 

Hell. Nay,l haue done already; Mr 
Achil . Thou arc to breefe, I will the fecond time. 

As I would buy thee, view thee, limbeby limbe# 

Heel. O like a Booke of fport thouTt rcade me ore: 
But there’s more in me then thou vnderftand’ft. 

Why deeft thou fo opprefle me with thine eye ? 

Achil.Te H me you Heauens,in which part of his body 
Shall I deftroy him? Whether there,or there,or there. 
That I may giue the locall wound a name, 

And make diftinS the very breach, where-out 
Heitors great fpirit fl'W. Anfwer me hcauens. 

Hell. It would oifcredit the bleft Gods, proud man, 
To anfwer fuch a queftion : Stand againe; 

Think’ft thou to catch my life fo plcafantly* 

As to prenominatc in nice coniedture 
Where thou wilt hit me dead? 

Achil. I tell thcc yea. 

Hell* Wert thou the Oracle to tell me fo, 

Tld not bcieeuc thcc: henceforth guard thee well. 

For He not kill thee there, r.or there, nor there. 

But by the forge that ftythied Mars his hclme. 

He kill thee cuery where, ycajOre and ore. 

You wifeft Grecians, pardon me this bragge ; 

His infolencedrawes folly from my lips. 

But He endeuour deeds to match ihefe word?| 

Or may I neuer--- 

Aiax. Do not chafe thee Cofin: 

And you Achilles ; let thefc threats alone 
Till accident,or purpofe bring you coo’c. 

You may cuery day enough of Heitor 

If you haue ftomacke. Thegenerall ftatelfeare. 

Can fearfe intreat you to be code wit h him. 

Hell. I pray you let vs fee you in the field. 

We haue had pelting Warres fince you refus’d 
The Grecians caufc. 

Achil . Doft thou intreat me Heller} 

To morrow cio I mcece thee fell as death. 

To night.all Friends. 

Hell. Thy hand vpon that match. 

Aga. Firft,all you Pccrcs ofGreece go to my Tent, 
There in the full conuiue you : Afterwards, 

As Hcdors leyfure, and your bounties (hall 
Concurte together.fcuerally intreat him, 

Beatc low'd the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow. 

That this great Souldier may his welcome know. Exeunt 
Troy. My Lord ZJlyffas, tell me I befeech you, 

In what place of the Field doth Calchas keepe ? 

Vlyf At IMentlam Tent, moft Princely Troylus , 

There T)iorxed doth feaft with him to night. 

Who neither lookes on heauen, nor on earth. 

But giues all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the faire Crejfid. 

Troy . Shall 1 (fweet Lord)be bound to thcc fo much. 
After we part from Agamemnon rTent, 

To bring me thither? 

Vlyf. You dial! command nfe fir s 
As gentle te!l me, of what Honour was 
ThiS'Cr^^inTrov,had fheno Loucr there 
That wailes her abfence ? ^ 

Troy. O fir, to fuch as boafting (hew their fcarres t J 
A mocke is due: will you walke on my Lord ? 

She was bclou’d, flhe lou’d; {he is,and doOth; 

But ftill fweet Loue is food for Fortunes tooth. Exeunt J 
Enter Achilles,and Patroclus. 

Ac&il.l\chcai his blood withGreekifh wine to night,1 
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